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Winston Kennedy 


poem 


Once upon a time, 
A spring. 
She 
and me. 
Once... 


Kenneth Addison 


Chains 


Beulah thrust the key into the rusty lock and let herself into the 
three-room cold-water flat where she and John had existed together 
for nine uncompromising years. 

The day had been so exhausting that even her feet were extra 
burdens to her body. “Where is that slobbering bastard now!” she 
mused. She crossed the room to the floor lamp and flicked the 
switch. The yellow glow added a touch of warmth to the otherwise 
cold room. “Oh, so there you are you drunken son-of-a-bitch! You 
cleaned every damn bar in town, didn’t you?” She turned away 
still cursing to herself from the seemingly unconscious figure 
sprawled prone across the lumpy sofa. 

Letting out a long, weary, disgusted sigh, she crossed the room 
and went into the bathroom. As she reached for the light switch 
dangling from the ceiling, she tripped over what she knew to be an 
empty whiskey bottle. They were all over the damned place. 
Picking up the bottle, she flung it against the wall over the bathtub, 
and the glass shattered into tiny pieces. 

Beulah paid no attention to the glass. She was still talking 
to herself. “Why did I marry that no-good stinking bum?” Even 
while she was uttering these words, the answer was already at hand; 
she had needed someone ... anyone. There has been no one to 
really turn to and she couldn't bear the thought of having to go it 
alone. Glancing down at her still finely shaped plump body, a wan 
smile softened slightly the thick lips. She looked into the mirror, 
then at the smoothness of her ebony skin and at the close-cropped 
Afro hair-do that framed her oval face. The dim light accented the 
faint hint of youth remaining to her face. 

Charlie had wanted her, too. He knew that each time he had 
to pay her more than the lousy salary she got from cleaning up for 
that hussy of a wife. “Miss Anne, reigning beauty, and light of 
Charlie’s life—the hungriest bitch in the town!” she sneered. Oh 
well, why should she worry about their problems as long as she 
was being paid for her services to each of them. God knows she 


could always use the money. 
She smoothed her hands over her bulging breast and down to her 


waist. Chuckling sarcastically and throwing back her head like a 
proud stallion, she hissed, “Well, Miss Bitch, I got plenty that you 
would like to have!” She recalled the hairy, sweating, white hulk 
that was Charlie smothering her blackness. Suddenly the mirthless 
chuckles were not there anymore, only choking sobs. She brought 
her head forward and gripped the wash-stand tightly. The tears 
formed two streams down the chocolate cheeks. “What do I have, 
dammit—a drunken sot for a husband, a two-bit, rat-infested flat, 
and a worn-out toy for a body that Charlie climbs over whenever 
he can get his filthy, prowling hands on it?” The sobs grew louder. 

From the living room, the sound of creaking sofa springs sub- 
dued her sobs. “What in the hell’s goin’ on in there? Is that you, 
you two-bit whore? Come out here where I can get my hands on 
you!” Tear-blinded and feeling defeated, she stumbled toward the 
living room. “Where in the hell have you been this long? There 
ain’t a damned bit of food in this house. When I get finished with 
you, you ain't gonna be fit to stand up!” She cowered before his 
massive fist, feeling the blow before it even struck her. She knew 
he would beat her until the blood came, and then, oh Lord, after- 
wards would be living death. He was going to take her in all his 
fury and then would come the searing pain of her ravished body. 
“Oh God, I’m so tired!” 

Sandra Page 


poem 


Darkness, destruction, damnation! 
The world is with fear. 

Hearts leap for loved ones; 

Eyes search for shelter. 
Suddenly, it is over. 

Light appears. 

The End is no more. 


Gloritha Love 


poem 


Silk, satin, and lacy white 
A shadowy pretense. 
Laughter—then joy. 
July, a plea for forgiveness. 


Gloritha Love 


poem 


“Where’re the clothes he talks about? 
The ones that cost a hunk?” 


“T should know, he rooms with me, 
He keeps them in his trunk.” 


“And where’s the pot he brought from home? 
I think he’s full of junk.” 


“He told me again, just yesterday, 
He’s got it in the trunk.” 


“Equality he preaches strong; 
He takes it all, you clunk! 


Tonight you ask him to show his hand, 
And open up his trunk.” 


“I took your advice—Ha, ha! Ho, ho! 
Ker-plunk, ker-plunk, ker-plunk, 


And when I asked for a bill of goods, 
He hit me with the trunk!” 


William Foy 
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Robert Strong 


Mon raison d etre 


Night fell to day 

The other morn, 

And being vanquished, 
Left forlorn; 

Another battle lost. 


Day continued 

His frightful plunder, 
Taking every 

Foe asunder, 

Gaining with every hour. 


But at his summit, 

He paused the advance 
And began to falter 

In his stance, 

Weary from the conquest. 


Not having the strength 

To resume his feat, 

He slowly began 

His quiet retreat, 

And night regained her hope. 


And then another 

Great battle was waged, 

A fiery conflict 

Of forces raged 

Until the victor stood alone. 


Day fell to night 

That quiet eve, 

And with this defeat 

Took his leave 

To rest for the coming morn. 


Night with her triumph 

Lay down to sleep. 

And in her rest 

Began to weep; 

Thinking of the coming morn. 


Ellis Jones 


Dreams: 1966 


I want to live a quiet life, 

And still be completly free. 

I want to have my alphabet soup, 
And eat from A to Z. 

I want to buy some Rice Krispies, 
And not hear “Snap,” “Crackle,” “Pop.” 
I want to eat a pink grapefruit, 
And have a cherry on top. 

I want to be extremely rich, 

And live like the other half do. 

I want to dig that real cool scene, 
And bury it when I’m through. 

I want to see the Jolly Green Giant, 
And shake his colored hand. 

I want to jump out of the sky, 
And talk with an Avis man. 

I want to take a headache pill, 
And really snap right back. 

I want to hitchhike ‘cross the land, 
And ride with guys named Mac. 

I want to eat until I’m sick, 

And then I'll really know, 

If its like they say on TV: 

“There’s always room for Jello.” 


I want to visit the Eiffel Tower, 
And climb it step by step. 

I want to walk into a coffee shop, 
And hear that ’'m pretty hep. 

I want to read Ferlinghetti’s poems, 
And know what he’s talking about. 
I want to read a fairy tale, 

And say, “Man, that’s way out.” 

I want to hear a funny joke, 

And not let out a snicker. 

I want to walk down any street, 


And not be called a nigger. 

I want to fill my tank with gas, 
And hear a tiger roar. 

I want to get a Christmas gift, 

And not know what's in store. 

I want to smoke a Tareyton, 

And not have to win a fight. 

I want to take a sleeping pill, 

And not toss half the night. 

I want to watch a TV show, 

And see the bad guys win. 

I want to use my Crest toothpaste, 
And have a flouride grin. 

I want to fly up near the sun, 

And have my wax wings melt 

I want to read an olde English tale, 
And see some words correctly spelt. 


I want to take some pink pepto, 
And be sure my stomach’s coated. 

I want to take a chewey Ex Lax, 
And get relief when I am bloated. 
I want to have my mind go blank, 
And then this country I'll roam. 

I want to walk the Great White Way, 
And feel like I’m at home. 

I want to write the happiest play, 
And say that it was sad. 

I want to write the perfect book, 
And say that it was bad. 

I want to write the perfect line, 
And then Ill say adieu. 

I want to do these things just right, 
And make my dreams come true. 


Ellis Jones 


poem 


I often stare into nothingness, 
Making of it something less 
Than it already seems to be. 


I look until I only see 
That black void staring back at me 
With mocking eyes of hate. 


I wonder then if it’s too late 
For me to really compensate 
For the sadness that I show. 


A smile then comes; at first too slow. 
Then looking over, I really know 
That I alone know your sweet caress. 


Ellis Jones 


poem 


I sit. 
A cigarette is lit. 


It burns. 
The smoke turns. 


A thought sails. 
As the smoke trails. 


The thought slowly fails as 
the ash creeps 
And my mind sle-e-ps. 


Kenneth Addison 


William Harris 


I 


Apple butter with peanut butter on saltines 
with flies 
and a hot day in July. 
me sitting on the old sink 
in 
the 
backyard laughing at Robert 


his striped shorts, hanging dripping socks to a wire 
tied 
to 
two 
trees. 


Daphne Page 


Dwight Yarborough 


Bondage 


Lately, he has seldom crossed my mind at all, but right after 
leaving the army I had anxiously awaited the occasion when I could 
get a glimpse of Mr. Winston. Frankly, at one time I had hunted 
him, fearing all the while what would happen when we met, but 
we never did. Seemingly, today fate (the bitching old woman ) 
brought and placed him directly in my path. 

With his legs crossed, Mr. Winston sat on stage in a smug, 
dignified manner. He occasionally glanced into the audience as 
if mocking us with his superiority. The master of ceremonies 
boasted, “To begin the College’s 1960-61 freshman orientation 
class today, I present the distinguished president of Vourn Uni- 
versity, Dr. K. C. Winston.” 

The doctor briskly stood up to absorb the applause and com- 
placently bowed with a stiff movement of his head as the audi- 
torium continuously roared with respect. He was in his late thirties 
and what most might have called attractively slim, neatly dressed 
with narrow, icy green eyes set deep under thick dark eyebrows 
that contrasted sharply with his light, anemic looking complexion. 
His hair showed no trace of thinning as it framed a forehead dis- 
tinguished by one deep wrinkle. He spoke: “You people must 
equip yourselves in order to become a credit to this great society.” 

“What great society?” my mind questioned, and “what friggin’ 
equipment?” A powerful ego? A disrespect for everything except 
prestige and wealth? 

I thought of my little nephew who carried his mother’s maiden 
name. Would he be a credit to society? I recalled the lean look 
in his eyes as he humbly accepted the pair of pajamas I had given 
him. I had watched him scamper off wearing ragged denims to 
smell the strange odor of new fabrics. What would he (an un- 
wanted illegitimate child) contribute to society? I never failed to 
feel weak and frail inside as I looked into his oval face that circled 
strange, muddy eyes-eyes that seemed to debate whether to be 
brown or green. 

As my thoughts returned to the speaker, the pity I recalled 
gradually turned to hate. | watched this symbol of success prance 


up and down the platform. The sonovabitch! Yeah, sonovabitch! 
Mr. Success! He had the respect of all those people, he had damn 
near anything else he wanted. But at whose expense? The hate 
turned to disgust. How could anyone ever tell my nephew that this 
man (the honorable, distinguished Dr. Winston) was his father, 
a father who, running from responsibility, had abandoned him be- 
fore birth. The doctor had never looked back, but had crawled to 
the “honorable” position he held. 

If I had had a gun, I think, I might have assassinated him . . 
then again, I don’t really think so. Strange as hell, but there was a 
consoling thought that flashed through my head leaving me calm and 
pacified. Regardless of his wealth, position, or power, Dr. Winston 
was still a man and once a day, maybe once every two days, or may- 
be twice a day even, he too must stop, stoop, and shit! 


James Vaughan 


The rape 


We met while standing in a hall, 

And as for me, your name was all 

That I would later wish to recall. 

We were just friends, or so I thought, 
And as the days passed, we were taught 
That all friendships must come to nought. 
But then I caught your secret glance 
While we were talking (just by chance), 
And your look held me in a trance. 

I suddenly began to dread 

The luring notions in my head, 

But still you took me off to bed. 

Now dare you speak of love to me, 

You who took my virginity, 

And made of it a mockery? 

Do not complain of my dissension. 

Do not expect my kind attention. 

This love was all your own invention. 


Ellis Jones 


out, out, 
damned cat. 
cease 

the chirping 
of your 


senseless meows. 


leave the 
warmth 

of my 
almost 
wali-to-walls 
and go 
make it 

on your own. 
and you 
leroi, 

you insipid 
hound, 

your tuneless 
howling 

(of which 

I 

have become 
more or less 
tired ) 


song 


is a 

useless song. 

who will listen 

to you? 

what satisfaction 
do you gain 
knowing 

you are not 
understood, 

save 

by those few 

of your own kind? 
O, 

you eternal mourner, 
will you enjoy 

a posthumous life? 


Ellis Jones 


The sounds of the ghetto 


Wrath 


Dig it, man, 
Like the grape’s the thing. 
I mean we's just gotta swing, 
Put the man’s world on a string. 
I mean 
like how 
you gonna 
stan’? 


poem 


Hey, man, it’s dark. 

We can make that move 
Down to the park 

Like I got some groove. 


Don’t be no yoke. 
I mean like you can fly. 
Just dig this smoke. 
HIGH. 
been 
you ve 
think 

you 
Man, 


You ain’t seen shit. 


That man 


He says, 
“Get on your feet 
and get outta the street!” 
Man, I mean it’s hot 
And I feel outta sorts. 
I mean like I got one room 
And it don’t smell like perfume. 
Like it’s August 
And I’m ’bout ta bust. 
But that thick Mick 
He’s swinging that stick. 
“Hey, you, get on your feet 
and get outta the street!” 
Man, 
Kiss 
My 
Black 
Ass! 


The doll 


Ha, ha, 
my doll’s pretty 
your's is dirty. 
See, I got a white one, 
they're a lot more fun. 
Mine’s on T.V. 
YOUR’S AIN'T 


Kenneth Addison 


A great loss of fatth 


Baptized. Confirmed. 
Called. 

Refused. 

I sit alone, thinking. 
How am I here? 

Why must I suffer 

This outrageous fortune? 
I have barely clawed 

A sad existence. 

Pain. Sorrow. 


Hellfire. 

Living indispensable life. 
Ha! 

Searching. Seeking. 
Finding. 


Only to question: 
Who? What? Where? 
Why? 

Sex. Birth. 

Ignorance. Profanity. 
Death. 

Damn! 

Thirst not I say, 
Thirst not. 


Ellis Jones 
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Carl Washington 


Reginald Hodges 


poem 


Those are lies, 

Those are lies, 

That’s not 

Where dead men lie, 

And I 

Will meet 

Them by 

And by 

When I go 

To the Lord 

And say, “Here 
aml 

And I'll weep 

For the ones 

Who say, “Those 
who've died 

Are still 

In the ground 

And will still 

Be down 

When the fires come, 

And what’s left 

Is none, 

And forever is over 

and done.” 


William Foy 


1:30 A. M. 


I Died this morning. Strange but my heart kept right on pumping 
that shit that has changed order to chaos, love to HATE (?), un- 
derstanding to misconception. 


As I lay on my ass with my arms folded, my pump still motoring, my 
psyche told me to scribble some invites to the greatest gig ever. 


Man, I’m throwing a gig today 

on the verdant greens of my 

cemetery. If you are hip, then 

come on and dig on the mess; if 
not, then try some other address. 

The late “Rev.” Charlie “Bird” Parker 

will deliver a very soul-moving 

Jazzaction sermon. Assisting him 

will be “Revs.” Monk, Lateef, Davis, 

Coltrane, and Silver. Sister 

Simone will be the head hostess. 

After their soul-moving sermons, 

Brothers Ted Joans and Allen 

Ginsberg will recite their eulogies, 

your eulogy, and the eulogy of this 

sick world. 

Have no despair, there is mucho 
grass and plenty of soul sauce. 
Incidently, bring your pet 
Gorillas too. 

If I can arrange it, my 
DAD will demonstrate “Sorrow, 
Grief, and Sadness.” My moms, 
all pressed in a red mini 
dress, will do the hoola hoop 
for you. 


After all this fun, we'll 
march to the North Pole nude and 
cry out of confusion . . . our real 
love for mankind (shit), our parents 
(who gave us too much—), then to 
the equator in fur coats and pants, 
leather gloves, fur-lined Boots and 
long insulated underwear, and laugh 
and bop and forget about our confu- 
sion while playing ring around the 
POT with cannibals. 

Dig you later, 

ME 

P.S. Bring your Gorillas. 


I Died this morning but——— 


Burn my confusion and sprinkle the ashes in the toilet. 


Charles Miller 


Dwight Yarborough 


Virgin 


I touched the corner of her smile. 


It dropped, 
vanished, 
was gone. 
Pulse rapid, I could not wait— 
I dared. 
She, 
stiff, 


stared. 
I hoped, then prayed, then hoped 
still; looked and saw it stealing in. 
Hearts pounding, we quickened—consumed. 
I flared. 
She, 
soft, 
came 


—dared. 


James Vaughan 


poem 


stop this stupid crawling on your back 
worms eat gutter facades and love it 
hate them-they like canned tomatoes 
with human eyes, vomit and feces 
with bananas crushed 
hate them— 
they 
know 
marty 
Daphne Page 


The coming day 


Iam cold... cold; 

Lost on a path 

That leads to home and hearth; 
Facing the world naked and starved; 
Alone in a nebulous haze. 


I sit shivering .. . shivering. 
Shaking and thinking. 
Gazing into a mist. 
Awaiting the end 

As if it were the end. 


I rise slowly . . . finally; 
Taking a look around me 
I see no light. 

The fog envelops all. 
Fear permeates my being. 


I step cautiously . . . cautiously 
Measuring each move. 

Finally I see a ray. 

The first glimmer angers my senses. 
Disgusted, I turn away. 


Ellis Jones 


Dwight Yarborough 


Dwight Yarborough 


poem 


I'll cry tomorrow if he doesn't come. 
christ came only when it was sprouting dandelions. 


Daphne Page 


poem 


Facades are grapes 
turned 
raisins. 


Daphne Page 


poem 


Why do you always subject me to tests? 
I am no fool 
with glazed brain 
or eyes too 
dimmed by 
love 
to 
perceive motive. 


Daphne Page 


poem 


I, alone, went out to move the sun. 
You sat and watched the world grow dark 
and cold. 
I fought the devil 
while you read yesterday’s news. 


Daphne Page 
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poem 


Do you believe? 
No, not I. 

I have faith, 

But I don’t believe. 


Do you live? 
No, not I. 

I am here, alive, 

But I only exist. 


Do you listen? 
No, not I. 

I have ears, 

But I only hear. 


Do you think? 
No, not I. 

I wonder, 

But I never think. 


Do you know 
Who you are? 
No, not I, 
For it doesn’t matter. 


Sadie Smith 


poem 


It feels cool, 


refreshing, 
and 
wonderful, 
But so unreal. 
Why? 
Why can't it be. 
It lasts a moment 
then 
disappears. 


It comes and goes... 
comes and goes. 


Sadie Smith 


poem 


Does he know he caused the worms 
to eat 
my facade? 
Apples do not always comfort. 


Daphne Page 
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